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PREFACE 


The child’s hours in school should be happy hours. He 
should be happy in his work as well as happy in his play. 
He is happy in doing the things in which he is interested, 
happy in exercising the power after he is made to feel 
that power. The consciousness of power is one of the 
strongest incentives to continued effort. 

Happy Hour Series is designed to develop this power. 
The illustrations are attractive and suggestive. The con- 
tent is interesting and well graded. 

The child’s interests are appealed to by first having 
lessons that are directly related to his everyday life, his 
companions, his pets, his play. From these he is led to 
familiar Mother Goose Rhymes, and these are followed by 
repetition stories of well-known value. 

The series is based on Sentence Work in the beginning, 
giving the child power to first see the whole, then analyze 
into words and phrases. This is then supplemented and 
complemented by phonic work, and the child is led to mas- 
tery over words and thought by gaining power to analyze 
words into their parts and use these parts in finding out 
new words. 


Happy Hour Readers 
BOOK II 


Three little rules we all should 
keep, 

To make life happy and bright: 

Smile in the morning, smile at 
noon, 


And keep on smiling at night. 


(Memorize) 
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Little Robin Redbreast 
Sat upon a tree, 
Up went Pussy Cat, 
And down went he; 
Down came Pussy Cat, 
And away Robin ran, 
Says little Robin Redbreast, 
Catch me if you can. 
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Robin Redbreast sat upon a tree. 
Pussy Cat went up the tree. 
Robin Redbreast went down. 
Pussy Cat came down too. 
Robin Redbreast ran away. 

He says, “Catch me if you can.” 


Robin has a nest in the tree. 
There are eggs in the nest. 
What pretty blue eggs they are! 
Do you see Pussy Cat, Robin ? 
She is down on the grass. 

Run away, Pussy Cat, run away. 


Will Pussy Cat catch the robin? 
No, the robin will fly away. 
Pussy frightened the birds away. 
They flew down to the meadow. 
Will they come home again? 
They will if they are not fright- 
ened. 
Do not frighten them, Pussy Cat. 
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There were two blackbirds 
Sitting on a hill, 
One named Jack, 
The other named Jill. 
Fly away, Jack! Fly away, Jill! 
Come again, Jack! Come again, 
Jill! 
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Did you see the two blackbirds? 
They were sitting on a hill. 
They were named Jack and Jill. 
Do not fly away, blackbirds. 

I will not frighten you. 

Come again! Fly to me! 
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The blackbirds will fly to the tree. 
They have a nest in the tree. 
There are some eggs in their nest. 
Do not blow your horn, Boy Blue. 
You will frighten the birds away. 
They will surely fly to the hill. 
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I see a big boy named Jack. 


He is bringing home the sheep. 
They were down in the meadow. 


They were lost down there. 
The little boy did not look after 
them. 


Jack went down to find them. 
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INITIAL BLEND WORK 


‘ m a ] r 
fly me see little run 
n t p c h 
no to pie can he 
and at an 
sand fit fan 
land sit man 
hand lit ran 
pit Nan 
hit tan 
pan 
eat am m 
meat Sam fin 
seat ram sin 
neat tam tin 
heat ham pin 
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We see a little girl named Jill. 
She likes to play in the sand. 
Nan is another little girl. 

She has a pretty red hat. 

Jill has a pretty blue tam. 

She has a little fan, too. 


Sam and Mat are good boys. 
Mat has a pie in his hand. 
He will give it to that man. 
The man will sit on the seat. 
He likes to eat meat, too. 
We will give him some ham. 
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Once I saw a little bird 
Come hop, hop, hop; 

So I cried, “Little bird, 
Will you stop, stop, stop?” 


And was going to the window 
To say, ‘How do you do?” 
But he shook his little tail, 


And far away he flew. 
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Once Nan saw a little bird. 

It came hop, hop, hop. 

She cried, ‘‘Will you stop, stop, 
stop?” 

She was going to the window. 

“How do you do, Robin?” she 
said. 

But Robin shook his little tail. 

He flew far, far away. 
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Mat went to the window. 

He saw two blackbirds on the hill. 

“How do you do?” he gaid to 
them. 

But that frightened them away. 

“Stop! Stop!” he cried to them. 

But they flew far away to the 
corn. 

He is going to look for them. 
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Nat went to find the birds. 

He saw a boy under the haystack. 

The boy was fast asleep. 

“Wake up! Wake up!” he said. 

“Your cows are in the corn. 

They will surely eat it up.” 

The blackbirds will eat the corn, 
too. 
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Word study to develop power and form habit of analy- 
sis and synthesis, using known words as basis. 


Jack Jill taal came 
ack all ail ame 
sack hill fail fame 
lack fill mail same 
rack mill sail lame 
tack sill: ral tame 
pack rill nail 
hack till pail ae 
pill hail fell 
sell 
let hop nest went 
et op est ent 
met stop lest sent 
set mop rest lent 
pet top test rent 
tent 
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Tell me where to find the pail. 

You will find it on the window 
sill. 

The lame boy put it there. 

Will you fill it with apples? 

I like to sell apples to you. 


The boys like to play in the tent. 
They have a tame bird there. 
It is a little pet robin. 


Billy sent it to them. 


Robin shook his little tail. 
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Rock-a-by, baby, 
On the tree top, 
When the wind blows, 
The cradle will rock; 
When the bough bends, 
The cradle will fall, 
Down will come cradle, 
Bough, baby, and all. 
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The cradle is on the tree top. 

The wind will rock the cradle. 

The bough bends when the wind 

blows. 

The cradle will fall when the 
bough bends. 

The cradle, bough, baby, and all 
will fall. 
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The cradle on the tree top isa 
nest. 

The bird is the baby in the cradle. 

The wind will rock the nest. 

The wind will bend the bough. 

The nest will fall when the bough 
bends. 

The baby bird in the cradle will 
fall. 
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The baby is asleep in the eradle. 

Do not wake him. He will surely 
cry. 

Rock him to sleep again. 

When will you tell him to wake 
up? 

Wewill let him sleep till morning. 

Sleep, little one, sleep and rest. 


25 


sh k 


st 


tr 


b 


sl 


sheep keep stop tree ball sleep 


make 
ake 


sake 
lake 
rake 
take 
cake 
wake 
shake 
stake 
bake 


should 
ould 


could 


would 


26 


night 
ight 


fight 
might 
sight 
right 
light 
tight 
slight 


Saw 
aw 


law 
raw 
paw 


Caw 


look 
ook 


nook 
took 
rook 
cook 
hook 
shook 
book 


keep 
eep 


peep 
weep 
sheep 
steep 


say 
ay 
may 
lay 
ray 
nay 
pay 
hay 
way 
stay 
tray 
bay 
slay 
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bend 
end 


mend 
send 
lend 
tend 
wend 


trend 


find 
und 
mind 
rind 
hind 
kind 
bind 


THE BRAMBLE BUSH 
(GAME) 


Here we go round the bramble bush, 
The bramble bush, the bramble bush ; 

Here we go round the bramble bush, 
On a cold and frosty morning. 


This is the way we wash our clothes, 
Wash our clothes, wash our clothes; 

This is the way we wash our clothes, 
On a cold and frosty morning. 


This is the way we iron our clothes, 
. Iron our clothes, iron our clothes; 

This is the way we iron our clothes, 
- Qn a cold and frosty morning. 


This is the way we mend our clothes, 
Mend our clothes, mend our clothes; 

This is the way we mend our clothes, 
On a cold and frosty morning. 


This is the way we sweep our rooms, 
Sweep our rooms, sweep our rooms ; 

This is the way we sweep our rooms, 
On a cold and frosty morning. 


This is the way we take our walk, 
Take our walk, take our walk ; 

This is the way we take our walk, 
On a cold and frosty morning. 
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A little red hen lived in a barn- 
yard. 

She was looking for something 
to eat. | : 

She scratched and scratched and 
scratched. 

She found a grain of wheat. 

“What shall I do with this grain 
of wheat?” she said. 

“Tf I plant it, more wheat will 


Tow. 
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“Who will plant this wheat?’ 
said the little red hen. 

“T won't,” said the cat. 

“Tl won’t,” said the rat. 

“T won't,” said the pig. 

“T -will, then,’ said the little 
red hen. 

And she planted the wheat. 
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When the wheat was grown, 
the little red hen said, 

“Who will cut this wheat ?” 

“T won't,” said the cat. 

“T won't,” said the rat. 

“T won’t,” said the pig. 

“T will, then,” said the little 
red hen. 

And she cut the wheat. 
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When the heat was cut, the 
little red hen said, 

“Who will take this wheat to 
the mill?” 

“T won’t,” said the cat. 

“T won't,” said the rat. 

“T won’t,” said the pig. 

“IT will, then,” said the little 
red hen. 

And she took the wheat to 


the mill. 
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When the wheat was ground 
into flour, the little red hen said, 

“Who will take the flour 
home?” 

“T won't,” said the cat. 

“I won’t,”’ said the rat. 

“I won't,” said the pig. 

“IT will, then,” said the little 
red hen. 

And she took the flour home. 
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When she had the flour home, 
the little red hen said, 

“Who will make this flour into 
bread ?”’ 

“T won’t,” said the cat. 

“T won't,” said the rat. 

“T won't,” said the pig. 

‘T will, then,” said the little 
red hen. 

And she made the flour into 
bread. | 
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When the bread was baked, 
the little red hen said, 

“Who will help me eat this 
bread ?” 

“I will,” said the cat. 

“IT will,” said the rat. 

“T will,” said the pig. 

“No, you won’t. I’ll eat it 
myself,” said the little red hen. 


_» And she ate the bread. 


5 36 


THE LITTLE RED APPLE 


A little red apple 
lived in a tree. 

It looked pretty 
and bright among \, 
the red leaves. : 

A little girl walked under the 
tree. 
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She saw the little red apple 
and wanted it. 

She called, “O little red apple, 
won't you please come down and 
play with me?” 

But the little red apple was 
fast asleep and did not hear her. 


She looked up and saw the sun. 

"OU dear Sum,” shevsaid 1 
want the little red apple to come 
down and play with me, but it 
is fast asleep. Won’t you please 
waken it and tell it to come 
down and play with me?” 
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“T’ll try to waken it,” said the 
sun. 
The sun kissed the little red 


apple. 
Its cheeks grew redder and 


redder but it did not get awake. 


A pretty bird flew on the tree. 
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“O dear bird,” said the little 
girl, “I want the little red apple 
to come down and play with me, 
but it is fast asleep. The sun 
kissed it and tried to waken it, 
— but itdid not get awake. Won’t 
you please waken it for me?” 

“T’ll try to waken it,” said the 
bird. 

The pretty bird sang a sweet, 
sweet song. But the little red 
apple did not get awake. 


Then came the West Wind. 
“O dear Wind,” said the little 
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girl, “I want the little red apple 
to come down and play with me, 
but it is fast asleep. The sun 
kissed it and tried to waken it, 
but it did not get awake. The 
pretty bird sang a sweet, sweet 
song to it, but it did not get 
awake. Won’t you please waken 
it for me?” 

“T will waken it,’ said the 
wind. West Wind blew a hard 
puff and wakened the little red 
apple. 

It was so frightened that it 
forgot to hold fast. It dropped 
down right into the little girl’s 


apron. 
41 
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“Thank you, dear Wind,” she 
said. 

She played with the little red 
apple, and was very happy. 

Then she did just what the 


little red apple wanted her to do. 
She ate it. 


LITTLE MISS APPLE 


IT am little Miss Apple, 
My home’s in a tree, 

Far up in the branches, 
Where no one can see. 


I list to the birdies, 
I swing in the breeze, 
I laugh in the sunshine, 
I hide in the leaves. 


My cheeks are so rosy, 
My pulp is so white, 

I know I am juicy, 
Do please take a bite! 
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THE GOATS IN THE RYE FIELD 

Once upon a time, a boy took 
care of three goats. 

He took them to a field every 
morning. There they had their 
breakfast, their dinner, and their 
supper. 


44 


Every evening he took them 
home. 

One evening, instead of going 
home, they jumped over the 
fence into the farmer’s rye field. 

The boy ran after them, but 
they just ran round and round 
the field and would not go out. 

Then the boy sat down beside 
- the road and began to cry. 


Soon a little hare came by. 

“Why do you cry?” he said to 
the boy. 

“T ery because I can’t get my 
goats out of the rye field. And 
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I can’t get home to-night,” said 
the boy. 

“Never mind,” said the hare, 
“Tl get them out for you.” 

The little hare hopped after 
the goats. But they just ran 
round and round the field and 
would not go out. 

Then the hare sat down beside 
the boy and began to ery. 


Soon a fox came by. 

“Hare, hare, why do you ery?” 
said the fox. 

“I cry because the boy cries, 
The boy cries because he can’t 
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get his goats out of the field and 
can’t get home to-night,” said 
the hare. 

“Never mind,” said the fox, 
“IT can run fast. Tl get them 
out for you.” 

The fox ran after the goats. 
But they just ran round and 
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round the field and would not 
20 out. 

Then the fox sat down beside 
the hare and began to cry. 


Soon a wolf came by. 

‘Fox, fox, why do you ery?” 
said the wolf. 

“I cry because the hare cries. 
The hare cries because the boy 
cries. The boy cries because he 
can’t get his goats out of the 
rye field and can’t get home to- 
night,”’ said the fox. 

“Never. mind,” said the wolf. 
“Tam big. They will be afraid of 
me. I'll get them out for you.” 
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The big wolf ran after the 
goats. But they just ran round 
and round the field and would 
not £0 out. 

Then the wolf sat down beside 
the fox and began to cry. 


Soon a little bee flew that way. 
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She saw them all crying. 

“Wolf, wolf, why do you ery?” 
she said. 

“T cry because the fox cries. 
The fox cries because the hare 
cries. Thehare cries because the 
boy cries. The boy cries because 
he can’t get his goats out of the 
rye field and can’t get home to- 
night,” said the wolf. 

‘Never mind,” said the bee, 
“Tl get them out for you.” 

At that, the wolf, the fox, the 
hare, and the boy, all sat up and 
laughed. 

“If we could not get the goats 
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out of the rye field, how do you 
think a little thing like you can 
do it?” they said. 

“Just wait and see,” said the 
little bee. 

Then she flew to the field. 
“Buzz! Buzz! Buzz!’ she said 


as she alighted on the head of 
each goat. 
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The goats were so frightened 
that they ran out of the field as 
fast as ever they could. 

The boy ran home after them. 

The hare, the fox, the wolf, 
and the bee went back to their 
homes in the woods. 

The little bee was happy be- 
cause it did what the others 
could not do. 
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THE LITTLE PINE TREE 


A little pine tree lived in a 
wood. It did not like its pretty 
long green needles. It began to 
sigh and cry. 

The Tree Fairy heard it and 
asked, ‘“‘What is the matter, lit- 
tle pine tree?” 
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“I do not like my needles,” 
said the little pine tree. 

“What would you like to 
have?” said the Tree Fairy. 

“I should like to have gold 
leaves,” said the little pine tree. 

That night the little pine tree 
went to sleep. 

The Tree Fairy touched it 
with her wand. 

The next morning, when the 
little pine tree awoke, it had 
beautiful gold leaves, They 
shone and glistened in the sun. 
The little tree was very happy. 

By and by, a robber came. 
along. 

He picked all the gold leaves, 
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put them in his bag, and carried 
them away. 

Again the little pine tree be- 
gan to sigh and cry. 

Again the Tree Fairy heard it 
and asked, ‘“‘What is the matter, 
little pine tree?” 

“Oh,” said the little pine tree, 
“this morning, when I awoke, I 
had beautiful gold leaves. They 
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shone and glistened in the sun. 
Iwas more beautifulthan all the 
other trees. I was very happy. 
But a robber picked all my gold 
leaves. He put them in his bag 
and carried them away.” 

“What would you like to have 
now?” asked the Tree Fairy. 

“I should like to have glass 
leaves,” said the little pine tree. 

That night the little pine tree 
went to sleep. 

The Tree Fairy touched it with 
her wand. 

The next morning, when the 
little pine tree awoke, it had 
beautiful glass leaves. They 
shone and sparkled in the sun. 
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Again the little tree was very 


happy. 

But, after a while, a wind came 
up. 

Soon every glass leaf was 
blown to the ground, broken to 
pieces. 
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The little bare tree again be- 
gan to sigh and cry. 

“What is the matter now?” 
said the Tree Fairy. 

“Oh,” said the little pine tree, 
“when I awoke this morning I 
had beautiful glassleaves. They 
shone and sparkled in the sun. 

“I was more beautiful than all 
the other trees. I wasso happy. 
But the wind came and blew all 
my beautiful glass leaves to the 
ground. They are all broken to 
pieces. ”’ 

“What would you like to have 
now ?” asked the Tree Fairy. 

“I should like to have green 
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leaves like the other trees,” said 
the little pine tree. 

That night the little — tree 
went to sleep. 

The Tree Fairy again touched 
it with her wand. 

The next morning, when the 
little pine tree awoke, it had 
beautiful fresh green leaves. 
The little tree was very happy. 

But, by and by,a goat walked 
through the wood. 

It saw the little tree with its 
fresh green leaves. It ate every 
leaf. 

The poor little tree began to 
sigh and cry again. 
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“What is the matter now?” 
asked the Tree Fairy. 

“Oh,” said the little pine tree, 
“when I awoke this morning | 
had beautiful fresh green leaves. 
I looked like the other trees in 
the wood and was go happy. 
But a goat came and ate all my 
beautiful fresh green leaves 
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Now I am bare again and am so 
unhappy.” 

“What can I do to help you 
now ?”’ 

“Oh, give me back my own 
green needles,” said the little 
tree. 

So, that night, after the little 
pine tree went to sleep, the Tree 
Fairy touched it with her wand. 

When the little pine tree awoke 
next morning, she had her own 
green needles again. 

How happy she was! 

“Now I shall be happy with 
what God wanted me to have,” 
she said. 
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WHO LIKES THE RAIN? 


Who likes the rain? 
“I,” said the duck, “I call it fun, 
For I have my little red rubbers 


on; 
They make a cunning three-toed 
track 
In the soft, cool mud. Quack! 
Quack!” 
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“I,” cried the dandelion, “1; 

My roots are thirsty, my buds 
are dry.”’ 

And she lifted her little yellow 
head 

Out of her green, grassy bed. 
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Sang the brook, “Ilaughat every 
drop, 

And wish they would never need 
to stop 

Till a big, big river I grew to be, 

And could find my way out to 


the sea.”’ 
—Clara Doty Bates, 
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